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Author's Notes: 

Alrighty folks this took a lot longer than | thought to get together. A little one off of Kirk, and Les. | figured 
this would be a fun little fic, of when Les tried out for Metallica. Also this is my first time writing a Metallica 
related fic. So please be gentle.. 


Comments and questions most appreciated thank you! :) 


"Okay just take a deep breath Kirk, there's nothing to be worried about" Kirk said aloud to himself, to calm his 


nerves. 


"Well what the worst thing he can say is no right? He might not even answer or be interested.. Pfff-" Kirk 
reasoned with himself, he shook his head. 


He took another deep breath, and pressed the buttons on the dial pad for the phone. 


Kirk was in his little apartment, sitting on the sofa, the receiver was pressed to his ear as he listened to the 


phone ring. 

He'd taken upon himself to try, and find them a bassist: 

It was hard for all of them, with Cliffs passing, but Kirk knew someone that could be a perfect fit. 
Well if he answered his god damn phone anyways. 

"Come on you asshole, | know you're home.." Kirk pouted. 

Kirk hung up and dialed again, now he was pretty determined to call till someone answered the phone. 
Eventually someone did pick up. 


"Automotive Products, this is Daryl, could | get your extension please?" A voice said, in a long over 
exaggerated southern drawl. 


Kirk could have sworn he rolled his eyes right into the back of his head. 

‘Les it wasn't funny the first time, how many times are you going to make that joke?" Kirk huffed. 
"Oh Kirk? Thought you were a solicitor or something trying to sell me a timeshare” Les joked. 

Kirk faintly heard Les take a deep breath away from the receiver. 

At least now he knew why Les didn't picked up the phone earlier, he was just getting high 

"You busy?" Kirk asked 

"Mh... Yeah why?" Les then asked. 


"Getting high isn't ‘busy’." Kirk huffed again. 


"It is when I'm enjoying my day off." Les sighed. 


‘| want you to try out for my band tomorrow." Kirk said a bit abruptly, getting right to the chase of the 


matter. 
Les bit back a laugh, "uhh... You know l'm in a band.. Right?" 


"But you could be in my band" Kirk reasoned. 


Les let out another sigh, "Kirk I-" He was about to explain how he would graciously decline, with Kirk cutting 


him off. 

Please! We need a bassist, and you're the best | know!" Kirk pleaded a little. 

"flattery can get a long ways with me Kirk, but I'm in a band" Les explained, hoping Kirk would get the hint: 
Les was always so stubborn, it made Kirk pout to himself, but then coming up with another compromise. 
"You can be in both." Kirk reassured. 

"Do what now?" Les was already losing track of the conversation 

"You can be in your little college band, and my band." Kirk smiled. 

There was a silence between them. 

"Why would | be in two bands Kirk?" Les questioned 

"Come on, you can't be doing anything too exciting now, we just need you for a while please!" Kirk begged again 
Les did in fact relent a little, Kirk heard him grunt under his breath, possibly thinking it over. 

“Alright if | join your band or whatever what's in it for me?" Les questioned. 

Kirk blinked, "huh?" He wondered if he misheard Les. 

"Well if I'm in your band | get payed right?" Les questioned. 

Kirk wondered of Les was joking, but for as long as he'd known Les, he sounded actually quite serious. 

"ll give you a handjob, so just say yes already." Kirk sighed. 

"Eh... Well alright, only for you you know that." Les agreed, then teased Kirk 


Kirk let out a pleasant sigh of relief, the last bit of their conversation was Kirk giving him directions, and then 


agreeing on a time. 


The next day Les pulled up to the curb, and parked his car. 
He followed Kirk's directions. 
Les's dark eyes peered out the window a little, as far as he knew this place was a legit recording studio. 


That certainly perked up Les's interest, he remembered that Ride the Lightning album Kirk had given him a 
couple years prior. He thought their sound was good, but he never kept up with the metal scene at all. 


"Here goes nothing | guess.." Les mumbled to himself, as he shut off his car, and grabbed his bass from the 


backseat. 
Les thought if at least Kirk's band made a decent cent, maybe he could finally quit his carpentering job. 
That cheered up Les a little, maybe Kirk was right, maybe he could work both bands, and make a decent living. 


Les made his way inside, Kirk didn't exactly tell him where to go from here, but getting some help from the 
front desk did push him in the right direction 


Les only made it through one set of doors before he was stopped by security. 
"Do you have clearance to be back here?" One man asked Les. 
"Uh | hope so? I'm here to audition for my friends band, Metallica or whatever." Les shrugged. 


He really hoped Kirk wasn't putting him on a wild goose chase, which was a possibility since the two of them 
liked to play jokes on each other. 


The security guard said something into the radio, with a response back, that only sounded like a gargled static 


mess. 


"My apologies, I'll show you where to go. Thank you for coming, and don't be nervous about the guys, they 
seem like nice young kids." The security guard apologized then explained. 


Les cocked an eyebrow, why the hell would he be nervous? 
Les did think this was all a bit weird with the security, why would Kirk's little band need it? 
Les did try to shrug it off, as he was led down the hallway, and into a private studio. 


It seemed like the band was already starting to practice, the first thing that hit Les's ears, was the loud 


guitar riffs, and drums. 


It was very briefly startling, Les's eyes looked at the practice space the band was playing in. 
Damn this place was huge, how much were they paying for a place like this? 


Since the practice space he had, mostly consisted of just jamming in a friend's living room, or if they were 


lucky one of those cramped 24 hour rental spaces downtown. 

Les spotted Kirk, he was playing around with a pedal. 

Les didn't know the other two guys playing, he did geek out a little seeing Lars kit. 

Les watched them play for several moments, with Lars noticing him first. 

"You're not use to playing this kind of music are you?" Lars spoke up, and looked at Les. 

Kirk turned around seeing Les, he had a big smile on his face seeing his friend. 

"You guys want to jam on some Isley Brothers tunes?" Les said in an overly geeky sounding voice. 
Kirk figuratively and physically, slapped a hand over his face, was Les really trying to make these dorky jokes. 
No one laughed at his attempt at one. 

‘Tough crowd’ Les mentally thought to himself. 

Lars and James didn't say anything, but looked over at Kirk, who could only manage an innocent shrug. 


"| said he was a good player, | didn't say he wasn't a dork." Kirk had stepped over to James, keeping his voice in 
a hushed tone. 


It wasn't a lie that Les certainly did give off a bit of a weirdo vibe, he was dressed up like he was a mecharic. 
His shoulder length bleach blond hair, that prominently showed off his dark roots underneath of his real hair 
color. 

James looked to Lars, with Lars giving a shrug. 

After a brief introduction, James then looked back to Les, "you know any of our songs?" He hoped. 


"Course | do." Les said, then giving a toothy grin 


Kirk was a little relieved hearing that, okay if Les showed off how well he could play. He was pretty sure 


James and Lars would put up with his weirdo behavior. 


Once Les was set up, they all jammed together. 


It was certainly the most strangest jam session they'd ever had, mostly because of Les's playing style. He 
wasn't bad, just.. 


James couldn't quite place what it was. 
Kirk was into it, since he'd actually play with Les many times, so he was quite familiar with his style. 
Lars also understood it a little, but still something didn't seem quite right. 


Their jamming did last for a couple of hours, it was fun, but it certainly was not a Metallica practice session 
that was for sure. 


At this point Kirk was very hopeful, he looked over at Les, giving him a big smile. 
Les returned it, since he actually enjoyed playing with them to his surprise. 


Eventually their practice winded down 


James made sure to reassure to Les that the practice was fun, and that they'd be in touch. 

Just before Les left, Kirk told him he'd be by his place later to let him know for sure. 

Les accepted it, thank them, grabbed his bass and left. 

When he did leave, Kirk turned his attention to his bandmates. 

"Well?" Kirk smiled. 

James and Lars exchanged glances, probably thirking the same thing. 

Then using their weird telekinetic abilities to try, and decide who was going to break the news to Kirk. 
James cleared his throat, guessing he was going to tell Kirk 

"Alright Kirk.. We get it he's your friend and all, but | don't think he'll work" James started off. 

That made Kirk frown. 


"Why not? Practice went really good, it sounded completely different.” Kirk countered. 


That was probably the exact reason why it didn't work. 

"Kirk. He really is a great player, but his sound.. Is just too different. This band is about teamwork, he plays 
like he's the lead guitarist for crying out loud, he's-" James started to explain his reasoning with Lars cutting 
him off. 

"He's weird." Lars said. 

That made Kirk frown more, "he's not.. Well okay he's a little weird, but so what?" He huffed. 


"He wouldn't stop looking at me." Lars made sure to add. 


Kirk rolled his eyes, "don't flatter yourself, he wasn't looking at you, he was looking at your kit. He's a nerd 
about drums, and that junk" 


"Its not junk!" Lars snapped right back. 

"Would you two knock it off. Lars you're not helping. Kirk your friend is a great player, hell | wouldn't mind 
playing with him in a side project or something, but him in our band is not gonna happen" James stopped the 
childish arguing, and acted as the mediator. 


That saddened Kirk hearing this, but seeing he was outnumbered, he didn't have a choice did he. 


"We aren't gonna find a better player than him you know." Kirk snapped, then packing up his guitar, and left the 
studio. 


It was much later in the evening, when Les answered the door when he had heard relentless knocking. 
When he opened it, he looked down seeing Kirk. 
"And here | thought you weren't gonna come around" Les smiled. 


Kirk adjusted his glasses, that slipped down the bridge of his nose. 


When he didn't have too, Kirk switched over to wearing his coke bottle glasses. Which was actually a look, Les 


was far use to seeing his friend like. 

"| don't lie." Kirk pouted. 

Les stepped aside so Kirk could come in. 

"So how's my promising future of being in your little band?" Les asked as he shut the door. 
Kirk blushed a little, “about that.." 

Les waved his hand, "don't worry about it, | figured as much." 


Les was pretty sure he wasn't in the band, considering how disappointed Kirk looked. 


"Well they're fucking stupid, you're an amazing player, and it would be awesome to have you in the band!" Kirk 
quickly defended his friend. 


Les looked actually amused hearing Kirk get all riled up. 

"Well | appreciate it Kirk, but it is what it is. | still have my band, so no skin off my nose." Les shrugged. 

Kirk was still pouting however, still unhappy with his bandmates decision 

"Here | know what'll cheer you up" Les smiled, he guided Kirk over to the couch, then disappearing. 

Wasn't Kirk suppose to be the one cheering Les up technically. 

Les returned to the living room, having a small ziplock bag in tow. 

"Picked this up right after try outs, this'll turn that frown upside down~" Les smiled, then plopping on the sofa 
"Really? Getting high? Dont you do anything else?" Kirk frowned. 


"To quote the beautiful, and talented Mrs. Dolly Parton. nine fo five, for service and devotion" Les said in a 
southern drawl, then filling up his pipe with some pot. 


"| don't get it" Kirk frowned, not understanding. 


Les let out a sigh, “it means that, I'm gonna keep working to get where | need to be Kirk. Listen to Dolly she's 


got some wise words." 

Country music was definitely not Kirk's thing. 

"ll take your word for it" Kirk said, 

Kirk watched as Les took a long hit, then offering it to him, with a lighter. 

Kirk figured why not, it was a while since he got high with his friend. 

The evening mostly consisted of chatting about music, comics, and Les's latest fishing trip. 
"Since | didn't get in your band, I'm not getting that handjob am |?" Les chuckled softly. 
Kirk blushed as he looked over, "what?" He questioned, then giggled a little himself. 


"Yesterday, you said you were gonna give me a handy.. You weren't specific, as to how | was going to receive 


it. Was it to get me to go along, or as nice token of being in the band?" Les questioned. 

Kirk was about to say something along the lines of, he was kidding, then looking at Les he got another idea. 
Kirk cocked his head to the side, "why would you want me to?" He questioned. 

Les may have blushed a little if you were looking close enough. 

"Well... | don't think we got anything better to do on a Wednesday night.” Les reasoned. 


"Well if you're not gonna answer me clearly, guess | won't get you off" Kirk shrugged innocently, then taking 


another hit. 

Wait, was Kirk actually being serious’. 

God knows when they last messed around, which was purely innocent, when they'd graduated from high school. 
Les looked at Kirk again, he definitely got a lot cuter. 

His hair was long and curly, not short, with terribly straightened hair, that only poofed whenever Kirk tried to 
flatten it. His big doe like eyes, that you couldn't really see well behind those thick framed glasses, those full 
lips... 


Les cleared his throat. 


"Well... | would like it a lot actually, if you.. Uh did, you know, want to get me off” Les managed to say. 


Kirk bit back a smile, some smoke passed out his lips, then blowing out more, as he sighed under his breath. 
Kirk eyes briefly scanned his surroundings, "you got anyone else living here?" He asked. 

"Yeah, but he's out, works midnight's." Les answered back, a lopsided smile spread on his face. 

Kirk looked back at Les. 

Kirk leaned forward near Les, since they were already sitting pretty close on the couch. 

Kirk closed the space between them, he leaned in to give Les a small kiss. 

Les blushed down to his neck practically. 

I+ probably helped that he hadn't gotten laid in a while, he soon returned the kiss a little too eagerly. 

Kirk blushed a little in the face himself, he forgot how well of a good kisser Les was. 


Kirk's hand snaked down to touch Les's crotch, he gave him a light squeeze, with Les whimpering right into his 


mouth. 
Their kiss deepened. 


Les's hand caressed the nape of Kirk's neck, keeping him close, and in place. His fingers curling in the dark locks 


of hair. 

Kirk blushed, as Les licked across his lips, then into his mouth. 

Kirk could feel Les getting hard under his touches and strokes. 

Blindingly Kirk unsnapped the button to Les's jeans, and pulled down the zipper. 

"Looks like something else missed me." Kirk giggled softly, against Les's lips. 

Les blushed deeper, with Kirk sticking his hand right down his pants to pull out his cock to stroke. 
‘Oh yeah he missed yah.. Think he missed your mouth more than your hand.” Les teased a little. 
Kirk pouted a little, "mmm... | don't think so." Then kissing Les's jaw. 


"Well | was a horny youth then.. | couldn't you know.. Control good then.. Now I'm a grown man, pretty sure | 
bigger too from last time~" Les waggled his eyebrows at Kirk. 


Kirk blushed, and bit back a small laugh, "nice try, and I'll admit you did get bigger." 

Kirk was giving Les firm and slow strokes. 

Precome was already beading at the tip. 

Kirk kissed down Les's neck, he heard his breath turn slightly ragged. 

He took it as his cue to stroke him faster, with Les bucking his hips right into his hand. 

"And see that's why I'm not sucking your dick" Kirk said. 

Since the last time he tried too, the both of them were drunk at Les's father property, fresh outta high 
school. They were both curious, Kirk gagged on Les's cock, since he bucked his hips a bit too roughly into his 
mouth. It was certainly a turnoff for Kirk with that happening, since there was probably nothing more 
unpleasant than gagging on dick. 

Les pouted, "I can't help it Kirk.. You're just too good~" He cooed. 

Kirk blushed, "still not gonna happen... Jeez you're lasting a while aren't you?" He commented. 

"Like | said l'm a man now Kirk, want me to give you a good time?" Les sighed right into Kirk's ear. 
Kirk blushed a little, that was a tempting offer. 

"If you're good" Kirk teased. 

Kirk's eyes happened to glance down, he noticed Les's legs started to buckle. 

Kirk had a sly smile on his face, knowing his friend was getting close. 

"Les.." Kirk said his friend's name in a breathy needy sigh. 

Les blushed brighter, since plenty of dirty thoughts filled his head hearing Kirk 

They kissed again, with Les groaning into Kirk's mouth as he finally came. 

Kirk felt the sticky warmth cover his fingers. 


Les panted softly against Kirk's lips. 


Kirk wondered what he could wipe his hand on, maybe just washing his hand would be fine in the kitchen, or 


something. 


Kirk was surprised when Les firmly grabbed him by the wrist, and brought his hand to his mouth. Licking the 


come off his fingers and palm. 

Kirk was blushing brightly, "that's gross... 

When Les licked Kirk's hand clean he had that lopsided smile on his face. 
"How about a kiss~" Les leaned forward. 

Kirk covered Les's mouth with his hand, "no that's gross." He giggled. 
"Come on baby, just a little kiss?" Les held Kirk close, trying to give him a kiss. 
Kirk laughed more, with the two of them wrestling on the sofa 

Les managed to pin Kirk down no problem against the cushions. 

"You're bigger than me, that's cheating." Kirk pouted. 

"Course l'm bigger than you~" Les smiled slyly. 

Kirk blushed, "shut up.." 

Les leaned down to kiss the side of Kirk's face. 


"Want me to take care of you? I'm a real gentleman like that you know~" Les questioned, as he breathed 


against Kirk's ear. 

Kirk blushed again, "make me come over and over again" He teased. 

That perked Les right up, he had a perverted grin on his face, as he pulled away from Kirk 

Les noticed the outline of Kirk's cock underneath his jeans, at least he knew his friend was a little excited. 
To Kirk's surprise Les made himself comfortable between his thighs. 

Les nuzzled his face against Kirk's crotch. 

Kirk's legs went over Les's shoulders. 


Kirk swallowed thickly his head turning shyly away, as Les started to touch him. 


It was only mere moments later Les took Kirk's cock right into his mouth, and started to suck 

"Uh-hhn.." Kirk groaned out, his hands instinctively running through Les's hair. 

Kirk blushed deeply, damn who knew Les was this good at sucking dick?.. 

Kirk felt Les's tongue licking at the tip, his legs shifted awkwardly. 

His thighs clamped around Les's head. 

Even though Les currently had Kirk's cock stuffed in his mouth, he did hold back a smile. Since Kirk reminded 
him of some girl getting good head for the first time. The awkward and strained moans, he heard coming out 
of Kirk's mouth went right to his own cock. 

Les was already tasting Kirk in his mouth, which he didn't mind at all. 

Les's hands snuck under Kirk's shirt to stroke his stomach, with Kirk letting out a small sweet sigh in response. 
'Les.." Kirk said very softly, his fingers giving Les's hair a light yank 

Kirk couldn't hold back as he came suddenly into Les's mouth. 

His thighs clamped again around Les's head. 

Les didn't seem to mind how roughly Kirk seemed to handle him, in fact he was getting off on it a little. 

Kirk panted gently, his eyes softly looking up at the ceiling. 

Les swallowed the come that was in his mouth, then leaning over Kirk, so they were chest to chest. 

"Told you I'd take care of you~" Les smirked. 

Kirk was still blushing as he looked at Les. 

"Ugh.. Would you wipe your mouth.." Kirk turned his head shyly away. 

Some come was dribbling out the corner of Les's mouth. 

"What? Got something on my face?" Les teased. 


Les wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, then purposefully licking it after. 


"Come on now, give me a kiss~" Les teased again. 
Personally he was getting off on how flustered, and embarrassed Kirk was getting. 
"No." Kirk turned his head away. 


"Kirk, now don't be a hypocrite, pretty sure you kiss a girl don't you after going down on her right?" Les 
questioned. 


Kirk pouted, since Les had a point. 

Kirk looked at Les, "don't make it weird then." He relented. 

"Course not~" Les smiled, then leaning in to kiss Kirk 

Kirk accepted the small kiss, then blushing deeply when Les tried to deepen it. 

Kirk's hands tightly clutched to Les's shirt, when Les stuck his tongue right into his mouth. 
It was a sensation Kirk wasn't use to, tasting yourself then your friend.. 

It wasn't as bad as Kirk thought, his eyes turning a little lucid as he kissed back. 

Kirk groaned into Les's mouth, when Les started to stroke his cock 

Kirk's legs shifted against Les's hips, he whimpered into Les's mouth. 


With all their kissing, Kirk felt a little dizzy in the head, he pulled away from Les just so he could breath 


clearly. 

"Ah--hh.." Kirk moaned, his hands clutching tighter against Les's shirt. 
Les was happily kissing Kirk along his neck, and the side of his face. 
Kirk barely lasted, he let out a muffled moan under his breath. 

Kirk's head fell back against the cushion, panting much more deeply. 
"Told you I'm a gentleman, and I'd get you off~" Les teased. 


Les's hot breath fogged up Kirk's glasses. 


"Shut up...” Kirk said tiredly. 


"Alright Les, you've had the living room long enough with your girlfriend, Dynasty comes on in five minutes. | 
need to know if they get Emily's letter in time to clear Blake's name!" A man had said as he stepped into the 
living room. 

Kirk instantly sat up, then shooting Les a very dark glare. 

"Sorry about that Harold~" Les chimed happily, also keeping his arm firmly around Kirk. 

Kirk was still glaring at Les, also trying to make an attempt to leave. 

"Midnights my ass." Kirk growled out under his breath. 

"Just play along.. Come on, we had fun didn't we?" Les tried to guide Kirk to the bedroom. 

lm not your girlfriend" Kirk said in a hushed tone. 


"You're right, you're too cute to be~" Les smiled. 


Kirk blushed again, "so what if we go into your bedroom, is there going to be a tweaker sleeping under the 


bed?" He mocked. 
That made Les laugh a little. 
"Honest this time, no tweakers~" Les gave a lopsided smile again. 


Kirk's eyes shifted over to Les's roommate, that was far more interested in his shitty soap opera than caring 
about what Les and Kirk were doing. 


"You owe me." Kirk said firmly, as he gave Les a poke in the chest. 
"You got it." Les said. 


Then pulling Kirk to the bedroom, where'd they spend most of their night getting off, and getting high. 


The End. 


